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EDITORIA 


One word that gets bandied about be- 
yond tolerance: the noun hero. Too much 
in comics, too much in film, too much in 
these very pages. John Wayne, hero. 
Bruce Springsteen, hero. Superman, 
hero. In this age of instant herodom, what 
really makes a hero out of heroic stuff? 
One isn't the absolute result of the other. 
Don't the media fabricate meager hero 
images? With all the loss of honor, the 
diminished sense of self-respect and man- 
ners, people are grasping at anything that 
smacks of—as Tom Wolfe called it —"the 
right stuff.” They need that figure which 
rises above it all. 

But where to look for it? Fir 
into the pages of Webster's Маш C 
Dictionary: “A mythological or legendary 
figure often of divine descent endowe 
with great strength or ability; a man ad- 
mired for his achievements and qualities; 
one that shows great courage; the central 
figure în an event or period; the principal 
male character in a literary or dramatic 


put it all together. You get the 

Someone who seems like an 
ordinary guy, rising far above average si 
tus, with something that carries him be 
yond normal ken. This is a guy who sum 
mons up something from within and sus 
tains it; he acts, and by that alone rises to 

tus. The heroic notation: Dan, 

иск Berry, not Elvis Presley. 
Dan was the ordinary fellow raised to be 
the hero; Chuck Berry, the flawed charac 
ter nevertheless capable of being more 
than what was expected. Elvis had a 
stoking machine around him: Berry, 
the other hand, did it by virtue of personal 
will if by nothing else. 

Most important, a flawless hero is no 

ero at all. 7 sident is expected to 
make Ме-а h decisions daily. For 
him the extraordinary is ordinary. It's that 
character who acts beyond expectation 
who deserves accolades, 

And this is a magazine full of heroics. 
Or is it? The hero who matters most 
the man who acts extraordinarily and be 
comes by it an example that is trans- 
formed into myth. Don Quixote may have 
been a fool for chasing windmils, but he 
was a heroic one for doing so at all. 

—B.B. 


The 1981 World Fantasy Art Exhibi- 
tion, in conjunction with the 7th World 
Fantasy Conv , will be held in 
Berkeley, С . ober. They 
are now soliciting submissions from art- 
ists from around the globe. The exhibition 
will feature fantastic painting, sculpture 
and drawings. To submit your work, send 


And may the best artists win! 


ROBERT Е. HOWARD'S 
BLOODSTAR 


BY RICHARI 
ID CORBEN, While on the road, desperately attempting to avenge the death ol his wife, Нема, Bloodstar met up with Loknar, 


JOHN JAKES. Нека former suitor and his mortal enemy. After a brutal hand-to-hand combat between the two, Bloodstar slow 
AND JOHN POCSIK the ex- Aesir war chief, and encountered in the process the horrible demon who haunts the valley 


EVEN AS A TENTACLE LIFTED TOWARD HIM, 
| SAW BLOODSTAR SEND A SHAFT DEEP INTO 
THE HORROR. ARROW AFTER ARROW DISAPPEARED 
INTO IT, EACH TIPPED WITH ENOUGH VENOM 
TO FELL A BULL ELEPHANT. 


BLOODSTAR'S 
CONFIDENCE FADED 


AS HE SHOT HIS SATHA'S POISON WAS | TRIED TO SHOUT A 
LAST ARROW INTO POWERLESS AGAINST WARNING FOR НІМ ТО 

THE QUAKING MASS. THIS UNDYING BEING! FLEE FLEE! 
DID HE HEAR YMIR 


CALLING HIM? 


В) DIE, HELL SPAWN! 


MY EYES BURNED WITH UNSHED THE MONSTER'S TENTACLES 
TEARS AS | WATCHED HIM TRY TO WHIPPED WILDLY THROUGH 
REACH HIS SWORD—AND FAIL. THE AIR. 


ICHOR POURED FROM THE WOUNDS CAUSED Li о 
ВУ THE SWORD STROKES. THE THING 
UPROOTED TREES AND BUSHES AS 
IT LUMBERED THROUGH THEM. 


THE WORM VEERED TO SNATCH UP 
LOKNAR'S BODY. BLOODSTAR'S FORMER 
FRIEND DANGLED LIMPLY FOR A MOMENT 


ONLY TO BE SUDDENLY DASHED AGAINST 
A WALL WITH SUCH FORCE THAT HE 
BECAME A SHAPELESS PULP. 


THE PIPES WAILED ONE LAST MAD 
NOTE AS THE TITAN FLOWED TO 
THE BRINK OF THE PIT. 


1 COULDN T BELIEVE 
MY EYES! | SAW 

IT CHANGING AS IT 
HUNG THERE ON THE 
LIP OF ΤΗΕ ABYSS. 


I WANTED TO FLEE, 

BUT MY FEET WOULD 

NOT CARRY ME THE STENCH FROM 
THE DYING MONSTER 
WAS OVERPOWERING. 


AT LAST SILENCE AND 
PEACE RETURNED. 


THE GROUND SHOOK BENEATH ME. 
| COVERED MY EARS AGAINST 
THAT GHASTLY WAIL. DUST BOILED 
UP AND BLOTTED OUT THE SUN. 


BLOODSTAR! 
LITTLE ΟΝΕ BLOODSTAR! 


РАР ео 


GROM. . МУ FRIEND. 
ІМ DYING. HAND 
ME MY SWORD. 


ж / 
Lt Аст? 


በፖ i © 


LET MY TALE BE 
TOLD FROM CAMP TO 
CAMP AND FROM TRIBE 
TO TRIBE, OF THE LOVE 
SHARED BY BLOODSTAR 
AND HELVA, AND OF 
THE TREACHERY AND 
SORROW WE 
SUFFERED. 


BLOODSTAR! 
YOUR SON- 
HE LIVES! 


FOUND HIM BY 
THE FALLS. 


KEEP MY SON 
SAFE, GROM. TEACH 
HIM WELL, AND WHEN 
HE CAN UNDERSTAND, 

TELL HIM OF MY 
VICTORY OVER THE 
HIDEOUS WORM. 
NO DEVIL WILL EVER 
AGAIN PREY ON 
THE AESIR. 


BUILD ME À 
CAIRN WHERE | 
MAY LIE, WITH MY 
BOW AND SWORD AT 
MY SIDE, THAT | MAY 
GUARD THIS VALLEY 
FOREVERMORE. 

IF THE GHOST OF 
THE WORM RETURNS 
MY SPIRIT WILL BE 
READY TO DEFEAT 
IT AGAIN. 


YOUR FATHER 
SIGHED ONCE AND 
PASSED OVER 
INTO THE DARK. 


HIS STORY FINISHED, GROM TOO 
PASSED AWAY, AND THE TALE OF 
BLOODSTAR THE ELDER AND HIS 
BATTLE WITH THE KING OF THE 
NORTHERN ABYSS BECAME 
LEGEND FOR ALL TIME. 


SIDE) NOU A'RIGHT? |, 
(WE wuz... WE... WUZ , UHHH... / SADIE АКТ 
WORRIED ‘BOUT ҮА. )سر‎ HERE, SHERIFF. 
СЕ) ታሪ 


HOWDY, FOLKS ! ONCE AGAIN WE FIND) OURSELVES 
BACK IN THE OLD WEST; IN THE DAYS OF CACTUS AND 
SE CORRALS AND SALOONS, COWBOYS 

WELL OUR COWBOVS APPEAR TO BE UP AGAINST 
SOMETHING DIFFERENT (46:07 You AGREE Y 

LET US RETURN TO THE TOWN OF HANGMAN'S | | 
СОВНЕВ5 AND LOOK IN ON THE FOLKS GATHERED UP- 
STAIRS INSADIE!S ROOM AT THE NOOSE GIEBET SALOON... 


DOWN THE STREET AT MARIA | — ግ 

CONQUESO'S PLACE, JED AND ќи SE E Ақ ES 

HIS BUNCH ARE JUST FIXING wa WITH Doc MASON 2) 

"TO HEAD OUT. p 2. ) 
የ T AM DONT KNOW ABOUT TH’REST `) ; HE'D SHORE COME IN f 
COVA, BUTTMBETTIN'MY BEST С уз, 


ኳ HANDY IF'N MARIA" 5) 7 
Sj CAYUSE THAT CHICO DRAGGED ) يم‎ THE CAVERN? UH JED, THATS > М HURT. ; 


SEEN 
ἯΙ 一 (WHERE WE ROUNDED HIM UP BEFORE! 
L CAVERN. , Den 4 ~ HE WOULDN* BE THAT STUND ry 


l STH ONE nb 
x ( Тн САКУОМ / -. 


(mas! JOHN FINDLEY 
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IM 


г YOU REALLY OUGH 
NOT TOGET SO UPSE' 


o 
=> QUIET] 2 
« » ματι At DOING: 


Χου. 
$, SIMPERING ANEMIC ! 


DONT UNDERSTAND...NO FORCE "SELL... 
ENOUGH TO DESTROY <” 


"THERE'S SOMETHING, 


6 
Жж AND COME WITH МЕ -WE MUST REPAIR TO 
THE NETHERMOST FASTNESSES OF THE CAVE. 


ር JEANS HIS BUNCH ARE GATHERED AT ТИЕ MOUTH OF THE CAVERN. 


መቹ 
ITLL BE DAYLIGHT INA HOUR 8.50. м KNOW JUS WHUT До Ы 
MAYBE WE OUGHTA WAIT, 355. T MEAN, Š CAINT HE'P_THINKIN' 
—— RIS PLACE SHORE < 
DONT MATTER NONE IN A CVE, BON. GIVES меті CREEPS 7) LAVIN’ A-BURIED IN THERE. 


È ID JUST FEEL BETTER auo y “THEY wuz [89 ἈΝ THEY ALL OF EM HAD THEM WEIRD 
4 3 WHITERUN SHEETS OJ. LIL HOLES IN THEY NECKS...SPOOK' 


acy, Ду нож Chico's ur 
ROUND ALIVE AGIN., 


LISTEN, JED, IF NOU АМ THE Bovs 1/7 
DON'T SHUT uP ТААТ TALK, МЕ АМ" 
Е. КІ IN BACK т TOWN I å 


YA KNOW, TED, I'D SHORES HELL ните E 
THINK ГО МАРТА SLAP LEATHER T'NIGHT` 
T AIN'T DRAWED DOWN ON MAN NER BEAST 
IGH ONTA 3 
LET'S TIE TW HORSES OUT HERE ANT PES T 
WALK IN THAT CLIP-CLOSPIN’ WOULD BE 
Å DEAD GIVEAWAY- 


МАН TRE KIOS TALKIN" 
ABOUT TH STRANGER THAT 
(ΟΝΕ Wi WAS HANGIN' "ROUND 
THE BIG AHR'N ON HIS HIP? (Е ONE WITH TH ' 
THAT WERE MONTHS AGO. /( OUTFIT AN TW FUNNY-LOOKIN! 
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Ë I BEENTOARODEO, ACOW AUCTION Y 
ΑΝ’ T' ALBUQUERQUE Τι 
‘AN’ L AIN'T NEVER SEEN NOTHIN'LIKE THAT l 


8۷ - е å ^ 
ONES DOWN IN MEXICO THAT'LL IF YA BELIEVE Ti x 
SUCK A መ BLOOD AT NIGHT. ҮЧ. BELIEVE ANYIN", 


50 EPISODE FIVE ENDS WITH 
A PLEASANT SURPRISE: A JOB 
WELL DONE BY JED AND MIS 
BUNCH, WHILE THEY DIDN'T 

EXACTLY RESCUE MARIA, THEY 
BID MANAGE TO FIND HER. OR 


vi 

MAYBE “ከ MARKS ATURNING 
POINT IN THE FORTUNES OF THE 
FOLKS OF HANGMAN'S CORNERS. 
MAYBE THIS MEANS THAT GOOD 
JUST MIGHT TRIUMPH OVER 
EVIL AFTER ALL... 
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tion by Walter Simonson 


lustr 


COMPRESSOR 


A 
Telling 
of 
Horror 
by 
Stephen 
King 


The house was tall, with an incredible slope-shingled roof. 
the shore road, Gerald Nately thought it was alm in itself, geography in micro- 

m. The roof dipped and rose at varying angles above the main building and two strangely 
angled wings; a widow's walk skirted a mushrooom-shaped cupola which looked toward the 
sea; the porch, facing the dunes and lusterless September scrub grass, was longer than a 
Pullman car and screened in. The high slope of roof made the house seem to beetle its brows 
and loom above him. A Baptist grandfather of a hou: 

He went to the porch and, after a moment of ion, through the screen door to the 
fanlight beyond. There were only a wicker chair, a rusty porch swing, and an old 

itting basket to watch him go. Spiders had spun silk in the shadowy upper corners, 
He knocked. 

There was silenc ited silence. He was about to knock again when a chair someplace 
inside wheezed deeply in its throat. It was a tired sound. Silence. Then the slow, dreadfully 
patient sound of old, overburdened feet finding their way up the hall. Counterpoint of cane: 
Whock...whock... whock. 

The floorboards creaked and whined. A shadow, huge and unformed in the pe 
bloomed on the fanlight. Endless sound of fingers laboriously solving the riddle of chain, bolt, 
and hasp lock. The doc 1 the nasal voice said flatly. “You're Nr. Nately. You've 
rented the cottage. My husband's cottage. 
ling in his throat. “That's right. And you're—" 

er his quickness or her name, though 
neither was remarkable, “I'm Mrs. Leighton.” 
©1981 Stephen King 


+ 

this woman is so goddam fucking big and old she looks like oh jesus 
christ print dress she must be six-six and fat my god she's fat as a hog 
can't smell her white long white hair her legs those redwood trees in 
that movie a tank she could be a tank she could kill me her voice is out 
of any context like a kazoo jesus if i laugh i can't laugh can she be 
seventy god how does she walk and the cane her hands are bigger 
than my feet like a goddam tank she could go through oak for christ's 
sake 

m 


"You write." She hadn't offered him in. 

“That's about the size of it," he said, and laughed to cover his own 
sudden shrinking from that metaphor. 

"Will you show me some after you get settled?" she asked. Her 
eyes seemed регрешайу luminous and wistful. They were not 
touched by the age that had run riot in the rest of her 


... 


Wait get that written down 

image: “age had run riot in her with luxuriant fleshiness: she was 
like a wild sow let loose in a great and dignified house to shit on the 
carpet, gore at the welsh dresser and send the crystal goblets and 
wine-glasses all crash-a-tumble, to trample the wine-colored divans to 
lunatic puffs of springs and stuffing, to spike the mirror-bright finish of 
the great hall floor with barbarian hoofprints and flying puddles of 
urine 

okay she's there it's a story i feel her 


-. 


body, making it sag and billow. 

“If you like," he said. “I didn't even see the cottage from the Shore 
Road, Mrs. Leighton. Could you tell те where—" 

“Did you drive in?” 

“Yes. I left my car over there." He pointed beyond the dunes, 
toward the road. 

A smile, oddly one-dimensional, touched her lips. “That's why. You 
can only see a blink from the road: unless you're walking, you miss 
it." She pointed west at a slight angle away from the dunes and the 
house. "There. Right over that little hill." 

“All right,” he said, then stood there smiling. He really had no idea 
how to terminate the interview. 

"Would you like to come in for some coffee? Or a Coca-Cola?” 

"Yes," he said instantly. 

She seemed a little taken back by his instant agreement. He had, 
after all, been her husband's friend, not her own. The face 6 
above Gerald, moonlike, disconnected, undecided. Then she led him 
into the elderly, waiting house. 

She had tea. He had Coke. Millions of eyes seemed to watch them. 
He felt like a burglar, stealing around the hidden fiction he could make 
of her, carrying only his own youthful winsomeness and a psychic 
flashlight. 


+ 


My own name, of course, is Steve King, and you'll pardon my 
intrusion on your mind—or I hope you will. I could argue that the 
drawing aside of the curtain of presumption between reader and au- 
thor is permissible because I am the writer; i.e., since it's my story I'll 
do any goddam thing I please with it —but since that leaves the reader 
out of it completely, that is not valid. Rule One for all writers is that 
the teller is not worth a tin tinker's fart when compared to the listen- 
er. Let us drop the matter, if we may. I am intruding for the same 
reason that the pope defecates: we both have to. 

You should know that Gerald Nately was never brought to the 
dock: his crime was not discovered. He paid all the same. After 
writing four twisted, monumental novels, he cut his own head off with 
an ivory-figured guillotine purchased in Kowloon. 

I invented him first during a moment of eight o'clock boredom in a 
class taught by Carroll F. Terrell of the University of Maine English 
faculty. Dr. Terrell was speaking of Edgar А. Poe, and I thought 

ivory guillotine Kowloon 
twisted woman of shadows, like a pig 
some big house 
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The blue air compressor did not come until later. 
u. 


He did show her some of his writing. Not the important part, the 
story he was writing about her, but fragments of poetry, the spine of a 
novel that had ached in his mind for a year like embedded shrapnel, 
four essays. She was a perceptive critic, and addicted to marginal 
notations with her black felt-tip pen. Because she sometimes dropped 
in when he was gone to the village, he kept the story hidden in the 
back shed. 

September melted into cool October, and the story was completed, 
mailed to a friend, retumed with suggestions (bad ones), rewritten. 
He felt it was good, but not quite right. Some indefinable was missing. 
The focus was a shade fuzzy. He began to toy with the idea of giving it 
to her for criticism, rejected it, toyed with it again. After all, the story 
was her; he never doubted she could supply the final vector. 

His attitude concerning her became increasingly unhealthy; he was 
fascinated by her huge, animalistic bulk, by the slow, tortoiselike way 
she trekked across the space between the house and the cottage, 

m 


image: “mammoth shadow of decay swaying across shadowless 
sand, cane held in one twisted hand, feet clad in huge canvas shoes 
which pump and push at the coarse grains, face like a serving platter, 
puffy dough arms, breasts like drumlins, a geography in herself, а 
country of tissue" 

se. 

by her reedy, vapid voice; but at the same time he loathed her, 
could not stand her touch. He began to feel like the young man in “The 
Tell-Tale Heart," by Edgar A. Poe. He felt he could stand at her 
bedroom door for endless midnights, shining one ray of light on her 
sleeping eye, ready to pounce and rip the instant it flashed open. 

The urge to show her the story itched at him maddeningiv. He had 
decided, by the first day of December, that he would do it. The 
decision making did not relieve him, as it is supposed to do in the 
novels, but it did leave him with a feelng of antiseptic pleasure. It was 
right that it should be so—an omega that quite dovetailed with the 
alpha. And it was omega: he was vacating the cottage on the fifth of 
December. On this day he had just returned from the Stowe Travel 
Agency in Portland, where he had booked passage for the Far East, 
He had done this almost on the spur of the moment: the decision to go 
and the decision to show his manuscript to Mrs. Leighton had come 
together, almost as if he had been guided by an invisible hand. 


... 
In truth, he was guided by an invisible hand—mine. 


... 


Тһе дау was white with overcast, and (һе promise of snow lurked 
in its throat. The dunes seemed to foreshadow the winter already, as 
Gerald crossed them between the slate-roofed house of her dominion 
and the low stone cottage of his. The sea, sullen and gray, curled on 
the shingle of beach. Gulls rode the swells like buoys. 

He crossed the top of the last dune and knew she was there—her 
cane, with its white bicycle handgrip at the base, stood against the 
side of the door. Smoke rifted from the toy chimney. 

Gerald went up the board steps, kicked sand from his high-topped 
shoes to make her aware of his presence, and then went in. 

“Hi, Mrs. Leighton!” 

But the tiny living room and the kitchen both stood empty. The 
ship's clock on the mantel ticked only for itself and for Gerald. Нег 
gigantic fur coat lay draped over the rocker like some animal sail. A 
small fire had been laid in the fireplace. and it glowed and crackled 
busily. The tea pot was on the gas range in the kitchen, and one tea 
cup stood on the counter, still waiting for water. He peered into the 
narrow hall which led to the bedroom. 

“Mrs. Leighton?” 

Hall and bedroom both empty. 

He was about to tum back to the kitchen when the mammoth 
chuckles began. They were large, helpless shakings of laughter, the 
Kind that stays hidden for years and ages like wine. (There is also an 
Edgar A. Poe story about wine.) 

The chuckles evolved into large bellows of laughter. They came 
from behind the door to the right of Gerald's bed, the last door in the 
cottage. From the toolshed. 


-. 

my balls are crawling like in grammar school the old bitch she's 
laughing she found it the old fat shebitch goddam her goddam her 
goddam her you old whore you're doing that ‘cause i'm out here you 
‘old shebitch whore you piece of shit 


... 


He went to the door in one step and pulled it open. She was sitting 
next to the small space heater in the shed, her dress pulled up over 
her oak-stump knees to allow her to sit cross-legged, and his manu- 
script was held, dwarfed, in her bloated hands. 

Her laughter roared and racketed around him. Gerald Nately saw 
bursting colors in front of his eyes. She was a slug, a maggot, a 
gigantic crawling thing evolved in the сейаг of the shadowy house by 
the sea, a dark bug that had swaddled itself in grotesque human form. 

In the flat light from the one cobwebbed window her face became a 
hanging graveyard moon, pocked by the sterile craters of her eyes 
and the ragged earthquake rift of her mouth. 

“Don't you laugh,” Gerald said stiffly. 

“Oh Gerald,” she said, laughing all the same. “This is such a bad 
story. I don't blame you for using а pen name. Иъ--” She wiped 
tears of laughter from her eyes. "It's abominable!" 

He began to walk toward her stiffly. 

“You haven't made me big enough, Gerald. That's the trouble. I'm 
too big for you. Perhaps Poe, or Dostoyevsky, or Melville... but not 
you, Gerald. Not you. Not you.” 

She began to laugh again, huge racking explosions of sound. 

“Don't you laugh,” Gerald said stiffly. 


The toolshed, after the manner of Zola: 

Wooden walls, which showed occasional chinks of light, surrounded 
rabbit traps hung and slung in corners; a pair of dusty, unstrung 
‘snowshoes; a rusty space heater showing flickers of yellow flame like 
Cat's eyes; rakes; a shovel; hedge clippers; an ancient green hose 
coiled like a garter snake; four bald tires stacked like doughnuts; a 
rusty workbench covered with nails, screws, bolts, washers, two 
hammers, a plane, a broken level, a dismantled carburetor which once 
sat inside a 1949 Packard convertible; a 4hp air compressor painted 
electric blue, plugged into an extension cord running back into the 
house. 


"Don't you laugh," Gerald said again, but she continued to rock 
back and forth, holding her stomach and flapping the manuscript with 
her wheezing breath like a white bird. 

. His hand found the rusty Winchester rifle and he pole-axed her with 
it 
- 

Most horror stories are sexual in nature. 

I'm sorry to break in with this information but feel I must in order to 
make the way clear for the grisly conclusion of this piece, which is (at 
least psychologically) a clear metaphor for fears of sexual impotence 
on my part. Mrs. Leighton's large mouth is symbolic of the vagina: 
the hose of the compressor is a penis. Her female bulk, huge and 
overpowering, is a mythic representation of the sexual fear that lives 
in every male, to a greater or lesser degree: that the woman, with her 
opening, is a devourer. 

In the works of Edgar A. Poe, Stephen King, Gerald Natelv, and 
others who practice this particular literary form, we are apt to find 
locked rooms, dungeons, empty mansions (all symbols of the womb); 
scenes of living burial (sexual impotence); the dead returned from the 
grave (necrophilia); grotesque monsters or human beings (external- 
ized fear of the sexual act itself); torture and/or murder (a viable 
alternative to the sexual act). 

These possibilities are not always valid, but the post-Freud reader 
and writer must take them into consideration when attempting the 


genre. 
Abnormal psychology has become a part of the human experience. 
.- 

She made thick, unconscious noises in her throat as he whirled 
around madly, looking for an instrument; her head lolled brokenly on 
the thick stalk of her neck. 

He seized the hose of the air compressor. 


“АП right,” he said thickly. “All right, now. All right." 
var 
bitch fat old bitch you've had yours not big enough is that right well 
you'll be bigger you'll be bigger still 


= 


Не ripped her head back by the hair and rammed the hose into her 
mouth, into her gullet. She screamed around it, a sound like а cat. 


-.. 


Part of the inspiration for this story came from ап old E.C. horror 
comic book which I bought in a Lisbon Falls drugstore. In one partic- 
ular story, a husband and wife murdered each other simultaneously in 
mutually ironic (and brilliant) fashion. He was very fat; she was very 
thin. He shoved the hose of an air compressor down her throat and 
blew her up to dirigible size. On his way downstairs a booby trap she 
had rigged fell on him and squashed him to a shadow, 

Any author who tells you he has never plagiarized is a liar. À good 
author begins with bad ideas and improbabilities and fashions them 
into comments on the human condition. 

In a horror story, it is imperative that the grotesque be elevated to 
the status of the abnormal. 


— 
The compressor turned on with a whoosh and a chug. The hose 
flew out of Mrs, Leighton's mouth. Giggling and gibbering, Gerald 
stuffed it back in. Her feet drummed and thumped on the floor. The 
flesh of her cheeks and diaphragm began to swell rhythmically, Her 
eyes bulged and became glass marbles. Her torso began to expand. 
u. 
here it is here it is you lousy louse are you big enough yet are you 
big enough 
m 
The ssor wheezed and racketed. Mrs. Leighton swelled 
like a beach ball. Her lungs became straining blowfish. 
tae 
Fiends! Devils! Dissemble no more! Here! Here! It is the beating 
of his hideous heart! 


ver 


She seemed to explode all at once. 


s. 


Sitting in a boiling hotel room in Bombay, Gerald rewrote the story 
he had begun at the cottage on the other side of the world. The 
original title had been “The Hog.” After some deliberation he retitled 
it "The Blue Air Compressor." 

He had resolved it to his own satisfaction. There was a certain lack 
of motivation concerning the final scene, where the fat old woman was 
murdered, but he did not see that as a fault. In “The Tell-Tale Heart," 
Edgar A. Poe's finest story, there is not real motivation for the 
murder of the old man, and that was as it should be, The motive is not 
the point. 

-. 

She got very big just before the end: even her legs swelled up to 
twice their normal size. At the very end, her tongue popped out of her 
mouth like a party favor. 


After leaving Bombay, Gerald Nately went on to Hong Kong, then 
to Kowloon. The ivory guillotine caught his fancy immediately. 

ver 

As the author, I can sce only onc correct omega to this story, and 
that в to tell you how Gerald Nately got rid of the body. He tore up 

of the shed, dismembered Mrs. Leighton, and buried 
Hs sections in the sand beneath, 

When he notified the police that she had been missing for a week, 
the local constable and a state policeman came at once. Gerald en- 
tertained them quite naturally, even offering them coffee. He heard no 
beating heart, but then, the interview was conducted in the big house. 

On the following day he flew away, toward Bombay, Hong Kong, 
and Kowloon. ° 
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TORS Of- 
CHE, ЖЕ 


DHID NO, 
2 ust 
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or THE وا‎ SES. FØRER, 
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WHEE: DO HOU ware, SERINSERT 


CHES 


Å Wile) FRE GOL дока مه‎ 
QUescions? 


IONS! QUESCIONS! 
ТА YOU GRE SO CURIOUS, 
СОНИ IET 
TM IG το GOL 
FORMER On GOL 
GORFORSHEY? 
CREGUURES! 


50 Firaz መጋሮመፎፎሯጋ THE City A COM- 
BRECON OF FEHR IND CURIOSIEY 
ASD SEIZED HIM, СР η ες SEN 
522457 FOR IN EPVENELIROTÌ مو‎ 
CRI әз _HNSELT INSIDE CHS. 
CRY OF 7000 DOORS, PERSIANE 
NES 2 ребрі CHP SCECCERED 
OBIECTS WERE دو‎ LESEMONG TOF, 
PRECIPROUS HIGHE те WES COLD, 
= PERECRBEING END DISMEL COLD 
Å CONSPICUOUS SILENCE SURROUND 
ED Him, INEERRUPECD ONLY ВЕ CHP 
HORSE BREGTHNG OF AMIDO 

WE КОСИ CHIRGER. 
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SUDDEN HO CS 
BEE THO MOLE ДОР 
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(RAZ CURSED HINSELE FOR 
Årg دوه‎ ROS 
222505220) 


UA HED ARO! 
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® 
CHOIR OF CHE CREFEIRES 


اڪ ڪڪ 


е EES OF YOUR PELINE COMERS, 
one 


2 ИСО Liste; LO OUR SONGS OF SWEET, 
DICE WIH LIS уу tHE SKY, 
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: > HOS 
πε SPS ЕЭ = 
ረም WBE ΕΖ; 


na 


— ενα 
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SOMETIME IN THE LAST CENTURY, МАМ CONQUERED THE 


SCIENTIFIC. EXPLORATIONS HAVE BEEN REPLACED BY CORPORATE EXPEDITIONS TO EXPLOIT THE VAST MINERAL WEALTH OF 
: DISTANT WORLOS. ONE Of THE PRIME COLONIES 5 IO, THE INNERMOST MOON OF JUPITER. 


«i‏ سا 


TRAPPED BY THE FIERCE GRAVITATIONAL FIELD OF THE GIANT PLANET, TO 5 AN AIRLESS, SULFUROUS LUNAR BODY, 
WITH Å RADIUS OF 566 MILES AND A SURFACE GRAVITY ONE-SEVENTH THAT OF EARTH. THE FEARSOME MASS OF JUPITER 
GIVES THE ILLUSION THAT THOSE ON THE TINY MOON COULD FALL UPWARD, SWALI D BY THE IMMENSITY. 


UNDER THE GLARE OF JUPITERS STORMY RED EYE, CON-AMALGAMATE 27 15 ERECTED-A HUGE MINING COMPLEX, 
WHICH EXISTS SOLELY TO EXTRACT PRECIOUS ORE FROM 105 CRUST. 15 INHABITANTS ARE FUGITIVES AND LONERS, AN 
ARMY OF SOCIETY'S MISFITS. DRAWN ТО 10 BY DESPERATION AND GREED, THE LABORERS ARE ANONYMOUS DRONES 
TRYING TO FORGET THEIR PASTS. THEY HAVE FOUND A REMOTE SANCTUARY INTHE DARK, BARREN RECESSES ОР OUTLAND, 


- 


AND ILLUSTRATED BY STERANKO. 


ADAPTED FROM THE PETER HYAMS SCIENCE FICTION FILM ` 


GO TELL THE UNION ΜΑΝ, | 


66 OUR ASSES KILL ‘EM! MS THE ONLY ВАО ENOUGH WE CANT 
RLOW! A HUNDRED АН" ШТІ | WAY TO STOP ЕМ! BURN 
1 


TARL 
SEVENTY DEGREES BELOW 
ZERO IN THIS CIRCUS, 


REGULATE THESE SUITS 


"EM, STOMP ἘΜ! DAMN WITHOUT YOUR STOMPIN' 
SPIDERS! ти KILL EMI AROUND LIKE A JACKASS! 


SPIDERS, TARLON? YOU 
POPPED YOUR CORK? ἢ 
THERE'S NOTHING ALNE 
Our HERE.. NOTHING! 
TUE HEAT IN THAT SUIT 
GETTIN' TO YOU? HUH? 


ከላ BEFORE neY GET 1 ኸዬ бек DORT DOTT 
1 ۶ см, = ме сені Делон НОТ е 
МЕ! BEFORE... GOD, КО! , MELO ME! PLE CHRIST, DONT CUT THE тонна 
THEY'RE ON му. MY LEG! SUIT! DON'T LET THE... 


WEDNESDAY: 7:47 АМ... THE ADMINISTRATION MESS HALL ADJOINING 

THE WORKERS! CAFETERIA, WHERE A FRACTION OF THE COLONY 
PERSONNEL ARE PRESENT TO OFFICIALLY WELCOME FEDERAL MARSHAL 
WILLIAM T. O'NIEL TO A JOB FEW MEN WOULD CONSIDER WORTHWHILE 
CON-AM 27 GENERAL MANAGER MARK 8. SHEPPARD HAS MADE THE 
INTRODUCTION TO THE GENERAL STAFF HE ASKS FOR QUESTIONS. 
THERE ARE NONE, 


MARSHAL! FLO SPECTOR, ACCOUNTING SERVICES! THANK YOU VERY MUCH, MRS 
IM SURE 1 SPEAK FOR MARK AND ALL OF US SPECTOR, TLL TELL CAROL 
IN EXTENDING. Å WELCOME TO YOU AND YOUR 
FAMILY! I KNOW YOU'VE BEEN WERE ALMOST TWO 
WEEKS, BUT IF THERE'S ANYTHING I CAN DO FOR 
YOUR WIFE AND SON, PLEASE HAVE THEM CALL МЕ 


THANK YOU 
FOR THe ADVICE, 
MR. SHEPPARD! 


MOMENTS LATER IN 
A NEARBY ACCESS 


\ CORRIDOR 


не, O'NIEL! 
TAKE IT EASY! 
HE WAS JUST 
TRYING TO 
SNIFF YOU OUT! 
THAT'S ALL! 
THINGS RUN 
SMOOTH, AND 
THEY MAKE 
THEIR MONEY! 


WERE PRETTY MUCH LIKE EVERY SINCE ΤΥΕ BEEN HERE, TUE MINE DEPUTY MONTONE WILL TELL YOU, I 
OTHER MINING TOWN, MARSHAL, HAS BROKEN ALL PRODUCTIVITY WORK THEM HARO AND I LETTUEM 
NO SURPRISES, NO TROUBLE I'M RECORDS. WERE ON OUR WAY TO. PLAY HARD. GOOD WORK COMES 


SURE YOU'LL BE USED TO US IN BECOMING THE TOP CON-AM OUTAT FROM CONTENTED PEOPLE. GIVE 
NO TIME. JUST REMEMBER, OUR سم‎ < AND EVERYONE IN THIS ROOM ΤΕΙ 
| | MSA 


5 TO LET Off STEAM, 
PEOPLE WORK HARD, VERY HARD! BIG BONUS TO PROVE π' F KNOW WHAT I MEAN, MARSHAL? 


WHAT THE HELL DOES 1 DONT LIKE HIS VERY POWERFUL 
Jay! 


A 
НЕ MEAN Ву ALL THAT LET ASSHOLE! BELIEVE ME 
KNOW WHAT I MEAN, OFF Å LITTLE STEAM? ONEL HE'S NO ONE TO 
MARSHAL ? STUFF? HE'S AN ASSHOLE! MESS AROUND WITH! 


THAT'S JUST HIS WAY! 
Å LITTLE CEREMONY 

FOR МЕ GOOD FOLK! 
THAT'S ALL. CMON! 


/ 
/ 
/ 
/ 
/ 
/ 
/ 
/ 
/ 
/ 
/ 


~ SA 


> 


| 


HEY YOU! GET QUT OF THAT 
LOCK BEFORE YOU GET HURT! 
YOU GOTTA HAVE A... 


DONT TOUCH MT CONTROL 
PANEL! IF THE DOOR SHUTS 
ти BE TOO 4, 


N 

Je 
AX 
p) 


ü 
Қ 
x 


= 


4 
ሎረ 
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— THURSDAY: 210 PM... THE СОКАМ 
EMERGENCY CENTER, THE END FOR 
SOME, THE BEGINNING FOR OTHERS. 


መ. 


NOTHING MUCH TO TELL, MARSHAL: 
SOME CUPCAKE JUST DECIDED HE 
DIDN'T NEED Å PRESSURE SUIT 
SOME MINERS TRIED TO SAVE HM, 
BUT µε SEALED THE LOCK TOO FAST! 


e) 


ME WAS ALONE, NOBODY WAS NEAR 
ИМ! NOBODY MADE HIM DO ΠΠ 
HAD ТО ВЕ SUICIDE. THERE 5 NO 
ቤሮ EXPLANATION. YOU CAN'T FALL 
INTO AN ELEVATOR, CLOSE THE HATCH, 
AND DEPRESSURIZE BY ACCIDENT! 


INE NEVER HEARD THAT ONE SINCE INE ARRIVED HERE, WELL, T HAPPENS HERE! 
BEFORE! |75 REALLY FUNNY! TWO MEN HAVE DIED ТМ NOT Å PSYCHIATRIST, 
NOW, HOW ABOUT HELPING UNDER CIRCUMSTANCES I DONT KNOW WHY, MAY 
ME WITH Å LITTLE PROBLEM? THAT MAKE NO SENSE BE THEY JUST CANT TAKE IT! 


YES! TAKE TWO ASPIRIN, 
AND CALL ME TOMORROW! 
THATS A MEDICAL ЈОКЕ! 
YOURE THE NEW MARSHAL? 


44 жек сс. 
YES, PD LIKE TO TALK ТО 
AVAVAVAVAVAVAS | YOU FOR A FEW MINUTES! 


EX 
OK, BUT IVE GOT ANALI ፌ 
58 / 

GAME 


ይ EXPOSED TO SUB ZERO 


JAR 
I KNOW, I REALLY DO HATE 
TO INTERRUPT 

SCHEDULE TUIS WAY, BUT I SIX MONTHS LIKE THE TWO 
MUST START SOMEWHERE! | | THAT HAPPENED THiS WEEK! 


T'M TRYING TO KEEP MY 
COMPOSURE, BILL. T HATE 
TUESE MESSAGES, 1 
SUCH A COWARD. I 
CANT LOOK AT YOUR FACE. 


TOONT WANT ΤΟ CHANGE 
Mi MIND. 1 DO LOVE YOU, 
Вит JUST с! 

ANYMORE. WEVE GONE 
OVER ALL THIS BEFORE 


ΜΥ CRYING AND YOUR 
ASSURANCES THAT TUE 
NEXT ASSIGNMENT WILL 
BE DIFFERENT... BUT IT 
NEVER 15. IT CANT ВЕ 


THEN SOMETHING SNAPPED 
YESTERDAY WIEN Т WAS 
WATCHING PAULIE PLAY, 
NO FRIENDS, NO ROOM, 
EVER SINCE HE WAS BORN. 


MES Å LOT UKE WS FATHER, 


HE NEVER COMPLAINS... NOT 

LIKE HIS MOTHER, GOD ONLY 
KNOWS! HE DESERVES Å 
REAL CHILDHOOD, BILL. 


love. 
89999 
Шеезо 
Шооое 


HE'S А CHILD WHO SPENDS 
HIS DAYS LOOK! HIS 
BOOKS ABOUT AND 
HOM TUAT YOUR 
FEELINGS WONT GET HURT. 


ALWAYS THE SAME. 1 


DONT HAVE YOUR FAITH 


50.. SO IM TAKING PAULIE 
BACK HOME ON THE SHUTTLE 
YOU DONT DESERVE THIS, 
BUT I WAVE TO СО MY LOVE 
TAL CONTACT YOU SOON. 


"= 


INNI 


S 


қ πμ ና 
THE IMMORTALS! FETE furia je mma 
He: 
il سات بل مس‎ aes 


he suspect that Horus was по! tending to him out ol the goodness of his heart, but in 
Order to take possession ol his body. 


EVERYTHING. 
В SET, GEN- 

ይመረ THE GOV- 
ERNORS ARM- 


GA REST ASSURED, GENERAL 
US 4 (rS AO A. 
(“ΩΝ Tias, 


t ۲ < 
N 


ILL HAVE TO ومع‎ same 
OTHER CLOTHES QUICKLY. 
THIS SCE ST 15 ABIT 
722 CONSPICUOUS. 


MEANWHILE, IN THE BATHROOM AT THE ELVSE E. 


ረ 
OF YOURS 
BUT ODDLY ENOUGH, 
THE ONE WHO SAVED 
MY LIFE. 


mE 


You ARE VERY 
CHLDISA, МУ 
POOR 


SIMPLE! REMEMBER, Niko! 
REFORE THE MILITARY TRA 


AT Че 
e” QEUFS 
DURS 


ος ye 
A ENKZ 
ж 


HERE'S THE BORDER 
| 2057. BEVOND IT (5 THE 
FIRST WARD. THE 


62 HEAVY METAL 


DISINTEGRA 
A MILITARY 0 


у you HAVE 
/5 SKARAING 


TINED FOR 
RARE «۸ 
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Tout est dans l'Etat. Rien La guerre est è l'homme 
d'humain ou de spirituel ce que la maternité est à 
n'est en dehors de l'Etat. la femme. 


YOU SEE. NIKOPOL, I BELIEVE WERE FINALLY GO 
ION GOAL 42 US. YOU И 


EM BE YOUR CEREBRAL FUNCTIONS IN О TOLSE YOUR BODY IN TOTAL 
REMENGER THE. PEAGEFULAESS, δ I HORIESTIN FEEL THATA KIND OF COOPERATION 
MGMT BE FOSSILE. 


COLL 


А 

UNANOIDABLE OB- 
LIGATIONS TO 
PERFORM 


۳ Ly 
reine CAN ВЕ MADE 
VERY UNPLEASANT 
FOR YOU, MR. MARTIN. 


TAKE CAFE ΟΕ 
YOURSELF MY FRIEND 
j THERE (5 А CERTAIN p 
TONE OF COMPASSION 
IN YOUR WARNING — 
You ко 


MARTIN, WE ARE 
flit ΠΑΜΕ IM- 


NT TO THE 
RUNNING OF THIS 
РАМУ. 


OBSERVED, 
ANO WITH GREAT CON- 
CERN. I MIGHT ADD 
WE FEEL YOU HAVE 
BECOME HIGHLY 
DAMAGING TO US, 
NOT TO MENITI 


© 
HOW YOU MIGHT 

HAVE AEFECTED 
YOUR OW 


REMEMBER, T AM 
E ONLY YOUR SUPER. 


ОҒ EMOTION: 
κος Teese: NOTHING 
EW DA 
RER WONT εἴθε, 


You 
SHOLLONT 
HAVE RUN AWAY 


N ALL 


፡ соо! 
Y OF THIS WILL 
NO MORE 


ENDED NIGHT- 
MARE THAT 


πι 
FOR YOUR 

OWN Ser. 
YOU WILL 
THANK US 
ONE DAY. 


ovaio or TH 


DE SOLIETY HAS 
A SET OF RULES 
WHICH ARE APPLIC- 
ABLE TO EACH ANO 

EVERY MEMBER. 


ESE 
L, MOREOVER 


IES IS A MORAI 
PATRIOTIC, OBLIGATION /. 


ፌሔ። ` x 
E WI Loves OCE ES 
HI HO ON 29 TV СОМ 


SOCIETY REWARDS THOSE WHO 
سي‎ THEIR HOREN | 


| GOOD WORK, 
CONDON! MARTIN 
У HAS REGAINED НЕ, 
POSITIVE ATTITUDE! 
BY THE WAY, LET'S 
сме HIM SOME SORT 
OF COMMENDATION, 


HERE A BIT. AND NO 
MORE TALK OF BRAIN- 
IQULON'T 


ES 
y 
z 
å 
y 


SW 3l 


2 anti ۷ Re 
ЕЕ STN o, 
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THIS 


CON, CODY. 
THIS 15 NO TIME 
FOR MEDITATION. 


I SEE SOMETHING 
INE GOT TO HANDLE 


KEEP STRUGGLING 
WITH HIM, HONEY. JUST 
ONE МОРЕ MOMENT. 


through the 
confusion of death 
and destruction 
a warrior chieftan 
tries to subdue 
his valuable prize. 


But the “bitch” is not 
so easily taken . . . not 
this time, at any rate. 


Mortally wounded, 
the raider pitches to 
the ground. As he 
falls his foot catches 
inthe stirrup. It will 
be manykilometers 
before this horse is 
released from its догу 
burden. 


A RANSOM 
er 
SHUT LA? DAMANT! 
E DONT KNOW WHAT 
THE HELL YOURE 
TALKING ABOUT! 


VEG. ፲ HAD 
ҚАСЫ 


WOULD HANE. 
GOTTEN LS ALL 
KILED 


e 
IN MOMENTS, 


OKAY, PRINCESS. DO 
VOU NEED HELP GET- NOW, BEFORE YOU 
TING OUTS OFF AGAIN, WELL T 


TALK LI 
HUMAN ΘΙ SENGS. 


THE BLOOD OF 
DETWEILER О, 
YOUR HANDS. THAT’ 

ALL د‎ HAVE TO 
SAN. 


SHE SEEMS HYSTERICAL 
I DONT THINK SHES GONG 


TO TALK, CODY. y princ Y 
Our caravan crossed the desert 1 
a year ago. In a valley, we found N 
ለፈ YOU ARE your ship. were the only N 
NOT A PRISONER, BUT. human pres 
IF THREATS OF VIOLENCE your crew were little G 


ARE WHAT IT TAKES ТО 
GET SOME KIND OF 
EXPLANATION OUT 
OF YOU 


half men, their faces 


You raised a toast of friendship 
to my family and went back 
to your ship. 


You explained that 
you had been hired 
by the government 


to seed the clouds, 
to end the long 
drought 


was bi 
and gunfi 


wagon, you and γου! а 
little dernons were 


THIS 16 RIDICLLOUS. BEFORE 

А FEN DAYS AGO, ТО NEVER 

HEARD OF DETWEILER, NOR 
|| SET EYES ON YOU, 


FIRST MY م۲7‎ 
THEN MY 


I came to in the smoldering 
ruins of our caravan. “7 


the desert 


y 
the rains came 


ET 
SEE HERE, STARBUCK пен 
THis FARCE HAS GONE ке تمه جاب‎ 
FAR ENOUGH 


OBVIOUSLY, NOTHING 
И т SAY WILL CONVINCE 
NOU OF MY IN- 
NOCENCE- 


SO WELL RETURN YOU. 
UNHARMED... TO YOUR. 
PEOPLE. PERHAPS THIS 

GESTURE WILL 

CONVINCE — 


YOU FORGET, r 
KNOW THE 
THAT HIDES BEHIND 
THAT PRETENSE OF 
INNOCENCE. 


NAPALM THE 

RAIDERS, IF NEC- 

ESSARY, SEE 

THAT SHES 
SAFE 


5 OBVIOUSLY 


DOING А HELL OF A IDI 
IMPERSONATING MET 


WHAT ОУОЦ THINK 
SHOULO DO ABOUT 


WELL... IE YOU'RE 
ASKING ME TO SPEC- 
ште ON THE LOOK IN 

YOUR EVE. το SAY 
WERE GONG TO HUNT 
DOWN THIS IMPOSTER. 


т KNOW 
DAMN WELL 
YOU'RE NOT 

{GOING то DO 
IT TO SALVAGE 

YOUR REPUTA- 
TION, 


] 


WELL, CRISIS, 
LETS CALL IT. 


A month of money 
time, and energy 
spent searching 

Through the 
slums and star pits 
of a hundred worlds 
he stal 
unearthing 
Information 
from friend 
and foe alike 


Through the 
underworld of a 
collapsed federation 
he pursues the 

trail of his 
doppelganger 
his corrupt and 
twisted image 
until finally 
the trail grows 
hot 


Gjøen Em coo (gr cm Ау Sa 


2 
i 
ки 


dis 


You two are due at 
poolside--you're 
supposed to be 
interviewing the 
contestants. 


nun 


ed, I could see row 
female thighs and 
ts, broiling in the sun, 
d with an oily glaze of 
cocoa butter. 


PAUL KIRCHNER© 
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mun 
Steranko's illustrated Outland premieres. 
Richard Corben remembers way back when. 
Plus: Druillet, Chaykin, Findley, 
and Bilal play on! 


